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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This story was written about 2 and a half years ago, and first post on MetalliChicks. 


I\'m reposting it here now. It\'s one of the few stories |\'ve completed, and one of my best | think. 


Enjoy and please let me know what you think! 


3th ofAugust, 1183 


"James. James, wake up." 


He slowly opened one eye. "Meh?" was the only thing that he managed to get out. He still looked sleepy, 
although it was | PM. 


"We wanna rehearse," | said. "Come on, get up." 


"Naaah," he complained and he turned around in his bed, dropping his head on the pillow again 
"Jeez, just get out!" 

"What are you gonna do about it?" he said and yawned. "Drag me out of bed?" 

"If | need to. Yes," | said, folding my arms in front of me. 

"| need to sleep, Lars," he muttered 

"You went to bed at focking IO PM and it's I PM now, you already focking slept for I5 hours!" 
"| couldn't sleep," he said 

| knew he lied 


Something was going on. Something about him had changed, HE had changed, and | didn't know what that change 
was. But | was sure that he DID change. 


| had the feeling something was very, VERY wrong. But.. what? 


Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
So, here\'s the next part. Enjoy! 


2nd of August, 1183 

It was a nice and sunny afternoon, yet boring. Yes: boring. | was walking through the backstage room, nervous 
for tonight's show, while Cliff sat there on the couch, all relaxed, and smoking. 

He looked up and stared at me for a while. 

"Stop pacing," he then muttered and got back to smoking. 

I'm not pacing," | informed him, before | realized that | actually was. | sat down next to Cliff, who grinned. 
Then, Kirk came bursting into the room. "Have you seen James anywhere?" 

"Ahm, he said he went to the bathroom," | told him. 

"Can't be," Kirk said, "I've been there for I5 minutes." 

“Arergh," Cliff moaned. "Shit, man." 

"Indeed," | laughed. 


"Dude, we need to find James," Kirk said, ignoring me. "We're having a sound check in 5 minutes." 


"Ill go find that bitch," | growled and stood up. 


"James! Where the fock are youl" | yelled | stood outside after searching the whole building. 
"Right here," | heard, and | quickly turned around, startled. 

"Did | scare you?" he said smiling. 

"Where the fock have you been?!" | rattled. "We must sound check now, you focking bitch!" 


"Whatever," he muttered. He turned around and wanted to walk into the building, when | noticed a bleeding 
scratch in his neck. The blood caused his blond hair to stick to his skin. 


"What's that?" 

"What's what?" he said. 

"That thing in your neck." 

"Oh, that. It's just a scratch," he said nonchalant, before walking into the building. 


"Hmm," | muttered to myself, and walked after him. 


Chapter two 


Author's Notes: 
| wanted to post this earlier, but | was sick, then had a lot of homework.. 


Anyway, here\'s a new (short) chapter for you. Hope you enjoy it, and let me know what you think! :) 


3rd of August, 1183 

| had just woken up and stretched out, yawning. "Morning James," | said, seeing him awake and sitting on his 
bed. 

| turned to step out of bed, but then | heard James cry out in pain. 

"Owl" he yelled, followed by a thud. "Urrgh." 

| turned around and saw him lying on the ground next to his bed. 


Wait. 


Ow-thud-James on the ground? 
That was not the right order. It should be thud-ow-James on the ground. 


Then | noticed he was all curled up, lying on the floor. 
"Dude, you okay?" | asked. 


‘Ow, ow, ow, OW!" was his answer. He crawled up, trying to stand up. He could, but.. It wouldn't be long until 
he'd fall, so he sat down on his bed, one hand on his stomach. 


"You're not gonna tell me you're sick? Especially not today!" 
"No," he whispered. "I'm fine." He stood up again and walked out of our bedroom. 


He's not sick, | told myself. James is never sick. 


